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special attention. When they appeared on the balcony or at a window we would shower them with confetti. If a girl did not like us she would generally shut the window in our faces; whereupon, in keeping with custom, we would throw candy even more furiously than before, regardless of damage to the windowpanes.
At Carnival, we also tried to get in at some dance, at least as onlookers. My father was very strict about this and I scarcely ever attempted to go. Once I managed to get in at a public dance, but again a big man, my uncle, caught me by the ear, and I had to go.
The other occasion which usually brought the "gang" into some kind of difficulty was the feast of San Conrad, which comes in August. San Conrad is the Patron Saint of Molfetta, and is reported to have performed great miracles. It is a time of great feasting. The whole city is decorated. Along the Corso a continuous archway is built, draped with gay colors, and at night myriads of little oil lamps of different shades are lighted. During the morning there is a procession, and late at night there is a display of fireworks, lasing until near dawn.
One year while the fireworks were being displayed, our group of boys, roaming about from place to place, ran across a young cleric, a friend of ours. He suggested that an uncle of his had a large vineyard four or five kilometers out of town, and thatlly managed to get in with my gang.   We would get hoU of all the confetti we could and make the
